;Hj 


TheTamhgef theSkreif, 

Each in his office reaclie at thy bccke. 

Wilcthouhaue mulickc? Hirkc Apolloplaycs, MuSck^ 
And twcntic caged Nightingales do fing. 

Or wilt thou fleepe ? W cc’l hauc thee to aCouch, 

Softer an J (weeter then the ludfull bed 

Onpurpolctrim’d vp for Seiniramis. 

Say thou wilt walke : we will bertrow the ground. 

Or wil t thou ride F thy horfes llnll be trap’d. 

Their iurndre lludded all with Gold and Pcarle. 

Doft thou loue hawking? Thou haft hawkes willfoarc 
A;oue the Morning Laikc. Or vdit thou hunt. 

Thy bounds fliall make the Welkin anfwer them 
And fetch (lirill ecehoesfrom the hollow earth. 

1 Say thou wilt courle,thy gray-houads arc asTwift 
As breathed Stags : I fleeter then the Roe, 

2 Doft tbouloucpi^lurcs? wcvvil fetch thee flrait 
Adonis painted by a running brookc. 

And Citherca all in fedges bid. 

Which feerae to inoue and wanton with her breath, 

Euen as the wauing fedges play with windc. 

Lord. W ce’i (lie vv thee /o,as (he was a Maid, 

And how (he was beguiled and furpriz’d. 

As iiuelic painted, as the deede was done, 

3 Man, Or roming through a thornie wood. 

Scratching her legs , that one fltal fwearc (he bleeds. 

And at that fightfhallfad Apollo vveepe. 

So workmanlie the blood and tearesare drawne. 

Lord. Thou art a Lord and nothing but a Lord: 

Thou haft aLadiefarre -morc-BcautifuIl, 

Then any woman in this warning age. 

I Man. And til the tearcs that (he hath (hed for thee, 

Like enuious flouds ore^run her iouely face. 

She was the faireft creature in the world. 

And yeclheisinferiour conone. 

Beg. Am I a Lord and haue I fuch a Ladie ? 

Or do I dreame ? Or haue I dream’d till now 2 
I do not fleepe : I fee, I heare , I fpcake ; 

I fmcl fwcet fauors,and I feelcfbft things : 

V pon my life I am a Lord indeede. 


And 
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And not a Tinker, nor Chriftopher She. 

Well, bring ourladic hither to ourhghr, 

Andonceagaincapoto’thlmalleft Ale. 

a. Man, Wdtpleafe your mightinelTe to warn your hands: 
Oh how we ioy to fee your wit refto’d, 

Oil that once more you knew but whatyou are : 

Thefe fifteenc yeeres you hauc bin in a dreame, 

Or when you wak’d/o wak’d as if you flept. 

Beg. Thefe fifteenc yeeres, by my fay,a goodly nap, 

But did! ncuer fpcake of all that lime. 

I CMan. Oh yes my Lord, butveric idle words 
For though you layhccrein this goodlicchamber, 

Yet would you fay, ye wcarc beaten out of doorc. 

And railc vpoD tbe Hoflcfte ofthe hoofc, 

And fay you would prefentheratthe Lcetc, 

Becaufe (he brought ftonc-iugs, and no fea’ld quarts s 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hackee. 

Beg. I, the womans maid of the houfe. 

3 . LMan Why fir you konwno hdofe, nor no fuch maid 
Nor no fuch men as you haue reckon’d vp, 

AiStephen She, and old lohn T^ps of Greece, 

And Peter Turph , and Henrj Timpernell, 

And twentie more luch names and men as thefe. 

Which ncucr were , nor no man euer faw. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends. cAll, Amen 

Enter Ladie with' (!y^ ttendants* 

Beg. I thanke thee, thou (halt notloolc by it. 

Lady How fares my noble Lord F 

Beg. Marric I fate well, for heercis checre enough* 

Where is my wife F 

La. Hcere noble Lord what is thy will with her 

Beg. Are you my wi(c and will not call race husband? 
Mymtn(hould callmeeLord.l am your good-man. 

La. My huibaodandroy Lord,my Lord and husband I am your 
wife in all obedi ncc. 

Beg. I know it well, what mufti call her? 

Lord. Madam. 

Beg. Madam , or /ofaf Madam 2 

B Lord 
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